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Tour Bus 


Author's Notes: 
just a lil something i was thinking about. UPDATE! in case y'all forgot, schoolhouse rock is getting a sequel! i am 
25 chapters in with that, so hopefully itll be done soon. hope you enjoy this lil short thing. 


1985, somewhere. Around two am. 


Nikki groaned, unable to form any real words with a sock tied around his head, being used as a gag. Tommy 


was balls deep, biting Nikki's shoulder to keep himself quiet. 

Thankfully the bunk didn't squeak and the only sound in the bunk room was the rustle of the blanket on top of 
them as Tommy thrusted hard and fast into his best friend and boyfriend, no one knew about the second title 
but them, of course. 


Nikki gagged as he tried to tell Tommy to hurry up, slapping his ass. The drummer groaned quietly. 


"Shut up or I'll stop." He whispered in Nikki's ear, kissing his cheek for a split second before going back to 


leaving bite marks all over his lover's body. The bassist whimpered, thighs wrapped around Tommy's hips. He 
squeezed his eyes shut, focusing all he could on not making noise. Because Mick and Vince were in the next 
room over, and the only thing dividing them from Nikki and Tommy was a thin wall, a closed-but-not-locked 
door, a six-pack of Jack and a game of cards. Any noise above a whisper in the bunks could be heard, which is 
why they had made a deal not to let girls on the bus past a certain time, because sleep was needed, they 
supposed. And girls were loud. 


But so was Nikki, which is why Tommy was always coming up with spectacular new ideas to gag him when 
they fucked. Going out and buying a gag would be easy, but hiding it from the other two members of the band 
would be no short a struggle. And Tommy really never wanted to answer why he was hiding a ball gag in his 
pillowcase. 

Nikki squeezed his eyes shut, grip tightening on Tommy's shoulders as a means of telling him he was close. The 
drummer kissed along his neck, feeling quite the same as he pushed his hips as fast as he could go. Tommy 
was sure they'd mastered silent-fucking. They did it a lot, after all. 

In the next room over in the bus, Mick took a swig of his beer and a drag of his cigarette. Vince took a drink 
as well, the cards having been put away a long time ago. The guitarist looked over at Vince with a soft smirk, 
knowing full-well what was occurring in the bunks. Vince giggled, reaching over. Mick handed him his cigarette 


and he took a smoke. 


"How long do you think itll take them to figure out that we know?" Vince murmured softly, glancing over his 


shoulder at the dark door to the bunks. 

"Who knows. A while, if we play our cards right" Mick shrugged, taking the cigarette back 

"They think they're so good" Vince laughed softly, gazing over at the guitarist. Mick smirked, chuckling, 
"But we're better” 

Vince slid across the sofa to his slightly-more-secretive lover, placing a hand on his chest. 

"Wanna have some fun thats a litle quieter than those two?" 


"Oh, god yes." 


